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TkeTrogedie of 

Then can my care tunde tongue deiiuer him* 

King- Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard, 

The wor ft is worldly lolfe thou can ft vnfold* 

Say, is my kingdome loft > Why twas my care, 

And what loile is it to be rid of care ? 

Striucs Bttllmgbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he fhall not be.: if he ferue God, 

Weele feme him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subicdts/ that we cannot mend, 

Theybreake their faith to God as well as vs: 

Crie woe, deftrudlion, mine, and decay, 

The wor llis death, and death will haue his day. 

Scroo. Glad am 1, that your Highnefte is io armd 
T o beare the tidings of calamitie, 

Like an vnfcafonable .ftprmie day,. 

Which makc the bluer Kiuers drown their fhowers. 

As if the woiTdwere alldilTolud.to teares, 

So high aboue his limits fwels therage 
Of Bulhugbrooke, coueringyour fearefullland 
With hard bright fteele,aud hearts harder then ftecle ?■ 
White beards hane armd tbeirthinneand haireleifefcalps 
Againfttby Mafeftic rand boyes with womens voyccs, 
Striue to fpeakebigge, and clap their female ioynts 
Jnniffevnwildiearmes,againftthyCrownc, f 

Thy very beadf-men leame to bend their browes, 

Of double fatall woe againft thy ftate. 

Ycadiftarfc women mannage ruftiebilles: , 1 . ; • • 

Againft thy featc.bofh young apd old-rebel), ; , 

And all goes worfe then I .haue power to tell, 

King. T o well, to well thou telft a talc fo ill*. 

Where is the Eaile of Wiltfliirpj. where isBagotr 
What is become of Bulhie? where is Grecqc l. 

That they haqe let the dangerous enem je 
Meafurc ourconfincs with fuch peacefull fteps*. 

If we preuajlc, their h^ads (hall pay for its , 

I warrant theyha^ue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
King, Oh V iliaines, vipers, damndw/thoutredemption, 
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Bicharcl the Second, 

Dors eafily wonne tofawne on any man. 

Snakes in my heart blood warmd, that ftwg my heart ; 
Three I udaires,each one thrice worfe thenludas, 

Would they makepeace ? terrible hell 
Ivlake warre Vpbn their (potted foules for this* 

Scro. Sweeteloue’s (I fee) changing this property 
Turnes tothefowreft and moft deadliehate. 
Aeainevncurfetheirfoules, their peaceis made 
With head, and not with hands, thofe whom you curfc 
Haue felt the wor ft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Andlie fulllowgrau'd in the hollow ground. , 

Aum. Is Bufliie,Greene,& theEarle of Wiltflure dead? 
S cr o t Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
iAh. Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 

King. No matter where, of cpmfort no manfpeake. 

Lets talke of graucs, ofwormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make dull: our papergapd.wich;raihie e#es . 
WritcforrQW,Qn ; ti^bolbmfibftheearth* .. nn; . - 

Lets choofe Executors and talkeof wils-t 
And y et not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saueour depofed bodies to-the ground ? 

Our lands, our liues, and all are Bulltngbrookes^ 

And nothing can we call ourowne, but death. 

And that fmall modell of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as paft andcouerto our bones. 

For Gods fake let y s fit vpon theground? 

And tell lad ftories of the death ot Kings, 

How fome haue beeiiedepofde,fome flainein warre. 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, fome deeping kild, 

All murthered : forwithin thehollow Crowne 
That rounds the mor tall temples of aKing, 

Keepes death his Court,andtherethcantiquefits, 
Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane. 

To Monarchife, be feard, and k ill with lookes, 

Infufmg him with felfe and vainc conceit. 

As if this Eefli which walles about our life, 
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